voice of Nature. The call that Is as old as
Creation. The call that sounds In the forests and
the prairies ; among the mountains and on the
plains. That Is older than the human race and
wider than the human race.

FLORENCE : But not higher.

TREMAYNE : Higher and deeper. The forefather
of humanity and Its ultimate end. The begin-
ning and the purpose of life. The call of Race.

FLORENCE : Henry, for God's sake? don't per-
suade me against ray will. Don't enlist my body
against my soul.

TREMAYNE : You love me.

FLORENCE : Yes.

TREMAYNE : Beyond everything else ?

FLORENCE : Infinitely.

TREMAYNE : You will marry me, Florence ?

[She is silent,

Florence, don't torment me*
FLORENCE : It's you who are torturing me.

TREMAYNE : I hold you to what you have said,
You love me.

FLORENCE : I do. But that's all. It can't be more
than that.

TREMAYNE : It shall be more than that. You'll
be rny wife, Florence. You can't refuse.

FLORENCE : Let me go. I must refuse.

TREMAYNE ; You shall not refuse. You will
marry me. (About to kiss her.)

FLORENCE : No ! (Gaining strength) I shall never
marry. I have faith in my call.

TREMAYNE : Dearest^ your call is only a mocking
echo of your imagination. What sign have you
of any call ?
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